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It seemed as the waves swelled and whirled
He felt the weight of all the world.
Sure all the churches upon earth
He bore with tottering feet:
Rouen, Amiens, Bourges, and Chartres,
Long Sutton, Gedney, Fleet;
So sweet, so terrible the load,
It was as though he carried God.
The bells of all those churches rang
When they had gained the shore;
He saw no child, but a great King
Of might unguessed before:
The King on Whom the world is stayed,
That is the Son of the pure Maid.
*I thank thee, Christopher, that thou
So well hast kept My rule;
Thou hast borne Me with Heaven My throne
And the earth My footstool.'
He felt strange joy within him stir
As the King called him 'Christopher.'
On fairdays and on market days,
Where men to fiddles sing,
They tell of the strongest man on earth
Who served the Mightiest King.
For that great King he served so well,
He loves the song and the fiddel.
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